
A Redemption
By FREDERICK SCHWED

cars Jarred and clacked and
clanked as thej drew out of the
Annlston depot tlien tlic litss of
escaping steam changed to a soft ¬

er rlijthmic puffing as the engine rettlcd
down and the train rattled steadll ocr
the level stretch of track On all sides
the encircling Alabama ore mountains
shimmering In the heat haze seemed to
shut out the rest of the universe In the
Immediate foreground unvarying fields of
green brown and yellow Dashed bj in
held relief

In one of the cars sat two men whom
the heat or some other factor had ren ¬

dered singular uncommunicative Though
obvloutly traeling together they had ex ¬

changed barely a dozen words In the two
hours hincc their departure from Annls-
ton

¬

The smaller man with the blond
beard seemed endeavoring to pierce some
mjstcrj that laj bejond the landscape
and gazed fixedl out of the window his
companion n large dark man in the seat
opposite scctnea lxred rind shifted his
gaze-- languidls and almlcssl

A little restless old man In the scat
behind the only other passenger In the
car had been observing thcmcuriousy
and shjly for seme time He was perhaps
sixty years old with white hair mild
blue ejes and a mobile mouth Several
times he had been on the point of ad-
dressing

¬

his fellow -- travelers but on each
occasion some subtle impulse had re-

strained
¬

him Tmally he bent over the
back of the scat

Can cither or jou gentlemen tell me
how leng it will bo before we get to
Calera

The smaller stared 6leadily for perhaps
ten seconds then his curiosity seemingly
appeased turned back to his scrutlnj of
the fields The other nuwcr was not
so lacking In courtesy

In about an hour he responded
Oh thanlis The old gentleman did

not seem satisfied but gazed around
vaguely and then again addressed him-
self

¬

doubtfully to the ralr
Do you mind If I ask you a question

or two about some things I want i to
know very badly he said glancing ap
pcallngly from one 0 the other Once
again only the larger man answered or
Indeed evinced any recognition of his
questioners existence

WLy jes he answered cordially
Sit right down here and Ill do the best
I know how for jou What do jou want to
know

Well began the elder man hesitat ¬

ingly I had a boy come down to Mont-
gomery

¬

about fifteen jears ago A few
months after he left our house burned
down and his mother and I were injured
When we got well we moved away from
the town almost penniless and somehow
I had lost track of him and he of us be-

cause
¬

we never heard from his since
But lately Providence has favored mc

and ever thing I undertook prospered and
I felt that I could spare a few weeks lo
come down here and look for my boy
Now Mr He paused intcrrogatlv cly

Brown is my name
Well Mr Brown 1 thought ma be jou

could tell me something The last I
heard of him was in Montgomery My

name Is Cartel- - Willis Dcrringforth
Carter

Brown had been pondering during the
latter part of the speech

Carter Willis Carter he said No
I know some Carters Jicre and some in
Ccorgla but th were all born in these
parts Maybe

The voice of the sphinx like blond
bearucd man siartlcd them

I remember a joung fellow named Wil-

lis
¬

Carter he said slowly It was about
fifteen jears ago Blue cjes light
hair

Thats right thats right the old
man interrupted eagerly

Well his Informant went on he
stayed with Dick Saunders when he first
came and thats the last I know of
lilm Saunders can tell jou about him
most likely The address Is 16CS Bibb
Street Montgomery

The questioner was prcfusc in his
thanks and Inclined to be garrulous but
after this momentary burst of politeness
the Emaller man relapsed Into his former
eilence which he preserved unbroken un-

til
¬

their arrival In Calera Ilere Mr Car-

ter
¬

who had been carrying on a continual
Cow of conversation chiefly about his son
gathered up his effects and after thank
ing them heartily bade them good by

As he disappeared down the steps of
the car the blond man whirled around
in his seat with his face tensely drawn
and white as death

Sheriff he said hoarsely addressing
his companion for Gods sake send this
telegram for mc Take it down as I
give it

To Dick Saunders 1S0S Bibb Street
Montgomery

Brown started in surprise but obeyed
Now heres the message

As my best friend do what I ask
Elderly man arrives tomorrow In Mont-

gomery
¬

Will ask you about Willis
Carter Sly name when still respectable
Old man Is my father Swear Willis
Carter died a decent boy fifteen jears

go Sly last request Good by
FRED WILLIS

Send It collect he said If you

vont do this for my sake do It for my
mothers and his Oh my Godl I heard
that they had both died in that fire
Sheriff jou will do this

Of courc Ill have it sent for jou
Brown answered huskily Here he
called to the colored porter jouve got
five minutes before the train starts Send

this telegram Pay for It with this He
waved aside Willis thanks If It dont
get there in time

The ported nodded In comprehension and
departed

As the car deserted save for the two

men rolled otj In the gathering dusk
Willis Carter alias Tred Willis convicted
thief embezzler and this last time
forger raised bis manacled hands from

where his coat had concealed them and
lit his head fall forward on the extended
nrms Silence for a moment then the
Eound of a mans drj- - racking rending
sobs that mingled with the Jolting noises

of the train

Cannibal Trout

Trout arc cannibals and It Is a moot

question whether in some waters large
trout should not be njstcmatlcnlly de ¬

stroyed Many Dartmoor fishermen are
In favor of killing them They say that
Bah in their streams of one pound to
two pounds weight arc hardlj ever caught
by ordinary means and live cntirclj on

tbclr own brethren A two pound Devon

trout Is probably responsible for the
death of several stones weight of his own

kind Natural New

J

FROM THE OTHER WCDRLD
By JAMES L TORD

a great stono house overhung with

IN masses of unkempt trailing wistaria
vine and situated in a quiet section of
a queer old fashioned suburb of New

York a lonel old man of fourscore jears
is dreaming awA the last months of a life
that has been made notable bj reason of
one strange storj

The suburb In whica he lives Is an al-

most
¬

forgotten adjunct to New York
which has known but few changes save
those Incidental to neglect and slow de
caj during the quarter of a centurj tint
has passed by since this storj had Its real
beginning

At that time the graj -- haired octogena ¬

rian was a successful man of business
rugged in health keen of brain and
bound by the strongest tics of love to the
old Mone house in which he was born and
to the wife and daughter whose home it
vas too

Tho daughter was a joung girl of great
bcautv and in those dajs the house with
Its great expanse of w ell trimmed lawn
and its garden that swept away in the
rear to the river bank where the beat
louse stood was the scene of much open- -
handed hospitality

Tiie daughter attracted by her beauty
and charm of manner scores of joung
people of both sexes and the father and
mother found no greater happiness than
in welcoming her friends and glorjing in
hei popularity

I mjsclf can well remember the old
place as I first saw It on a June after¬

noon with the roses blossoming against
It3 gray walls the air rich with the per-

fume
¬

from the old fashioned garden ind
over all the exquisite peace of a sum-

mers
¬

silence broken only by the hum
of the bees and the carol of the birds In
the branches of the great elm trees over-

head
¬

At that moment it seemed to me that
life held no finer possibility thrn such a
home as this with its roses and migno ¬

nette Its birds songs and Its ineffable
reace

Less than a oar after hat daj I
stood with many others by the grave of
the Eeautfful joung daughter and saw
the bereaved and desolate couple rctuin
to the home from which all brightness
and Joy had fled forever

It was not until two jears later tint
I had news of them again and then a
strange story reached mj ears

The father I was told had given up
active business within a twelvemonth of
his daughters death and had retired com ¬

plete from the world
He and his wife lived as before in

the old stone house but the place was
sadl altered The lawn once so trim
and neat was overrun bj a tangle of
long grass there were weeds in the great
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word snapped like a torpedo
Gray blinked down on her
thoughtfully but there was a

hint of amusement in the twist of his
mouth

No thank jou he corrected with
gentle gravity

Babcttc bit her lips in helpless silent
angerj She felt that she had appeared
like a ruffled canary before whose bars
he had passed a teasing finger and her
vanlt was on fire scorching Lcr Intol-

erably
¬

He had asked her gravely and without
worship to marry him and the hailing a
chanoo to be rovongeful for a thousand
tiny woonds had drawn herself up like a
novel heroine with lips and cjes follow-

ing
¬

the printed directions of romance
and had refused him with chilly hauteur

Grays glance keen quiet not ador-

ing
¬

shattered the soap bubble glory
or the moment and reduced her from a
queen of fiction to a petulant little girl
caught In the act of posing He could

have soothed her in a second by a touch
of ardor a hint of pleading but he only
argued a little In grave reasonable fash
Ion and asked her If she would not better
reconsider her answer She quivered un-

der
¬

her anger and the knowledge that It
was small and petty doubled the exas-

peration
¬

Her No stood for what in a
lower civilization would have been a
blow

They fat silent for a little while she
with an Inward tumult that showed itself
In proud rigidity he outwardly ImpasBivc
though the mocking look had left his face

Well I have failed be began slowly
Perhaps It vas my fault perhaps yours

or it may be that the thing Itself Is im-

possible
¬

Babctte did not betray a flicker of Inter-
est

¬

but ho went on
I think I could have made you fall In

lovo with my love of jou but I vowed
I wouldnt I wanted jou to care for me
myself as a man or not at all I wanted
you to like first and then love me
but I seem to have failed In both

Sho started to speak then checked her-
self

¬

and began working a nervous finger
Into a tiny hole In the silk pillow she
leaned on

Im not a man who can spend his life
on his knees ministering to a womans
love of admiration If I had won you In
that attitude jou would have been un ¬

happy when I went back to my normal
position You would have loved the
posture not the man himself I wanted
our relation to be an honest one from the
start I thought you were broad enough
to appreciate It Sincerity Is a higher
compliment than adoration Babctte

You dont love not In the least
rbo broke out Yuurc cold and critical
and oh I She stopped abruptly

Yes you hate mc he said a little
blttrrl If it were for what I am I

shouldnt have a word to saj nut It Is

Just for my attitude toward jou that Is
all jou think of This everlasting femin ¬

ine vanity
Ilabcttcs self control was In tatters

but she drew It desperately around her
Her face changed as he lool cd at her
and he rami and stood buidc her chair

Sty dearest girl I know Ive hurt jou
brutally a thouhiind times he said but
jou have hurt me more I did want jou
to understand the real value of things
to prove yourself above the little personal
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oval flower beds that had been the Joy ol
J the Scotch gardeners soul a heap of

ashes stood before the door of the long
I dxised stable and through the dust

cobwebbed windows of the carrlage- -

house could be seen the old fashioned

basket phaeton standing Just where the
groom had left it the last time that the
joung mistress of the house came from
her nftcrnoon drive

And how do the contrive to pass the
time I Inquired when I learned that
neither father nor mother was ever seen
out aide their own gate

Thej pass most of their time with
their daughter was the reply vhich I

confess rather startled me
You see mj Informant went on tho

old couple hive become confirmed spirit-
ualists

¬

and thej- - actuall believe tint
Kate comes down to earth every Sunday
afternoon and remains with them till the
dawn of Mondaj morning when she takes
her filght Whats more two or three In
timate friends of the family whom the
dead girl has expressed a desire to see
have been invited there for Sunday even-
ing

¬

and have come away firmly convinced
that the have been In the presence of
the departed

Tills did not seem strange to me at
the time for none knew better than I
how easy It was for those whose hearts
were sore with bereavement to Imagine
that the loved and lost had come back
to them again from the grave

At first I was sorry to learn that the
gricf Etrlcken couple had yielded to this
delusion but on second thought It seem ¬

ed to fortunate that they had found
something that would serve as a salve
to their bruised hearts

I went to the old house to call and the
old gentleman for he was white haired
and bent now though still under sixty
greeted me with sad cordiality and offered
me refreshments in the fine old dining
room where It had been his delight in
jears gone by to entertain his visitors

He spoke of his daughter continually
but not as one who had passed away
forever She had been there to sec them
the day bcrore and all that he and his
wife could look forward to now was the
day when they should all meet again
never to be separated

She was supremely happy In her new
life knew no Joy greater than that of
welcoming the old friends who from time
to time crossed the dark river to the
shores of tho life beyond and looked
forward with Infinite yearning to the
time when she should welcome her father
and mother too

Although always Inclined to scoff at
spiritualism and to resent as an Insult
to my intelligence the stories of super-
natural

¬

manifestations told by Its dev ¬

otees and apostles I must confess that
there was a qualit of sincere single- -

OF A

had

mc

me

me

standpoint that most glrl3 take And yet
all the time he bent down till his fore-

head
¬

almost touched her hair I wanted
to go down on m knees Just like any
other fool

It was nearly two jear before Babctte
saw Gray again Change and chance took
him completely away from her outer life
Then one night she found herself trem-
bling

¬

with the knowledge that she was
not two feet from him In the crowded
audience of an amateur play He was di-

rectly
¬

in front of her sitting with his el-

bow
¬

on the back of his chair and talking
to Sirs Collier a pretty affected little
widow delicately feminine

Its Just my gown she wrs saying
Isnt it a triumph Why If you saw it

on a wax lady In a shop window your
pulse would act In exactly the tame way

But jou didnt have It on last night
he argucd The chairs were so close to-

gether
¬

that Babettc could hear every
word Nor tho night before nor every
time Ive seen you Besides I never have
time to look at your gowns You send me
away before Im half through with
your

The curtain Is going up Interposed
Mrs Collier

Do I have to look at the stage he
asked In 0 forlorn whisper

Kabelle under pn tense of a draft
changed her scat and fixed her eyes on
the stage dimly conscious that sometWng
was going on there When later Gray
recognized her and came across to shake
hands she met him with frank cordiality

It Is good of jou to spiak to mo at
all he said dropping down beside her

Her eyes questioned him
Surely jou havent forgotten how I

took It on msclf to read you a lecture
back In our burled past he explained

I wake up and blush over It In the night
even jet I was very rude and very prig-
gish

¬

I remember What a solemn chump
you must have thought mc

It was about being broad minded
said Babctte slowly about seeing things
as thj really were and not Just as they
affected one pcrsonall

Im afraid so he admitted I made- -

war on women In general and you In par-

ticular
¬

and wanted jou to give up all
jour most adorable traits Wasnt I
green

What If I had taken you seriously had
gone to work and made mself over to fit
jour standards she asked with a laugh

Then I suppose Id have been lo hlamo
for the spoiling of a very charming per-
son

¬

he answered Im so glad jou
didnt Its jour blessed little feminin ¬

ities that make you what you arc
Whit arc c Her voice was heavy

with something he did not try to under-
stand

¬

A thing to be braided and Jeweled and
kissed he laughed The one redeeming
feature of an ugly stupid world

What has changed you so she asked
Her face was smiling but she kept her
eyes from him

Oh time and common sense and cx
pcrlencc I suppose and Ills volie
had grown absent Ilabctto looked up In

lime to ecu Mrs Collier Ding a little smile
at him across the room

Well Ill see jou again said Gray
rising Its good of jou to have for
gotten me

I dont know that I have said Ba ¬

bctte still smiling

i

minded reverential Jbcllef In this old
mans tale that carried with It a certain
degree of conviction

Of course I flldtilot believe that his
lost daughter aualfy returned from bt
jond tho grave jto tfco Bcencs which she
had known In life but I was absolutely
sure that her father believed that she did
and I was ill disposed to question n faith
that brought him as much happiness as
his did

I heard a good deal about the old cou-

ple
¬

during my brief staj in the ancient
suburban village and learned among
other things that the house was generally
looked uron as blunted

According to veracious witnesses who
had occasion to pass the rust padlocked
Iron gate at unseemly hours of the night
strange noUes were to be heard from an
old summer house that stood decaying In
the center of a big clump of lilacs and
more than once a ghostly shape had been
seen flitting across the overgrown lawn
and entering the tall Trench windows that
for some reason or other stcod open on
Sundays the jear round

As for the few Intimates who had been
admitted to the weekly vigils with the
dead nnt one had ever been known to go
a second time or even to speak freely
abcut what had been seen and heard
there

Jfrom some of tho more garrulous ones
It was learned tint something no one
could tell what actuall came Into the
room and although they could not see
they co lid feel Its presence tfiere With
thl3 mjstcrlous presence which might
have been the disembodied spirit of their
lost daughter the father and mother held
long nnd Intimate converse speaking in
low distinct whispers and apparently
catching the replies for which they eager-
ly

¬

listened
Those who were admitted to these

strange weekly seances always came away
firmly convinced that the man and his
wife had been talking to nnd listening
to the sDirlt of whose presence they were
profoundly conscious

I think that all mankind can be said to
have one common Inheritance It is to
be found In the craving for the supernat-
ural

¬

that willingness to listen to stories
of departed spirits and that anxiety to
believe that the gulf between this life
nnd the next can be bridged by human

It is not to bo wondered at therefore
that the story of- - the lonely old couple
and the wccklyLVlsjts of their departed
uaugmer soon sprcau Dcyunu me cuiium a

of the sleepy little village and became
food for discussion in the different cities
to which it was wafted by garrulous
tongues V

I heard it tsoken jot not onlv In New
York but also fnt Washington and it
was there that I incautiously admitted

Benefactions ojr a Poor Man

By OtIVE LOGAN
1

visiting England and
AMERICANS themselves In philan ¬

there often
hear of the Kyrle societies and

some of our people wonder whence the
name is derived A moments reflection
will real the source of the appellation

The excellent workers among the poor
who have banded themselves together un¬

der the name of the Kyrle societies are
disciples of John Kyrle the philanthrop-
ist

¬

Immortalized by Pope under the title
of The Slan of Itoss Kjrle achieved
wonderful results of good by the wise
bestowal of relatively small sums saved
from his modest income after paying the
expenses of his frugal manner of living

He was born In the early part of the
seventeenth century at Whltchouse
Gloucester but resided during the great-
er

¬

part of his life at floss Herefordshire
This pleasant little town Is situated on
the left bank of the river Wye between
Jlonmouth and Hereford and the fame
of the philanthropist whose name will
outlive even the verses of Pope whicb
sang his eulogy is a magnet which suf-

fices

¬

to draw thither a goodly number of
American and Continental travelers
every year

The house Kyrle lived In Is alongside of
the-- market place and Its proximity was
the circumstance which first drew his at-

tention
¬

to the needs of his fellow -- beings
To supply the natural requirements of
the poor in the manner of appeasing
hunger was his Initial act of beneficence
and so sweet a Joy did ho derive from the
gratitude received for this kindness that
he immediately conceived the wish to ex ¬

tend his liberalities in other directions
He proceeded to build In rapid succes-
sion

¬

churches hospitals and almshouses
To say that his benefactions won him the
love of his contemporaries Is but feebly
to convey a record of the sentiment with
which be was regarded He was venerat ¬

ed adored dying In 1721 he was burled
In the beautiful old church of Boss to
which ho had given Its spire

Verso may build a princely throne on
humble truth sas Wordsworth it may
also serve to keep forever green the
memorj- - of generous deeds however limit-
ed

¬

their scope It was while Alexander
Pope was visiting at Holm Lacy the scat
of Viscount Scudamorc near Iloss that
he lenrncd the facts concerning Kyrle
which moved him to sound the praises of

Tho Man of iloss in the following well
known lines which appear In the Moral
Essays
Ilitiold tlic marlit 1 lace with poor outspread
The Mali of Ko tlmtea the wrrkly bread
lie ftrt on Almshouse mat but void of Mate
Wliirc Ari ami Want ritnniliug at the Kate
lilm inrtlonM maids aprrintlcd cri liana blest
Thr juling who Ialr and thp old who ict
Thricp harp man totalled to purnuc
What all fo wish lut want the ower to do
Oh what Minn that genrom hand suriilyf
What minis to well that iKumllna eharityf
Of ihljts and tatef wife anil children char
TliLs man pos Mt five hundred Kiunda a ear

This Is the surprising part of the wholo
story Krles means nil told only
amounted to J2D0O n year an Income
which is regard d as but a remove or two
from genteel poverty by cxtravagnnt per-

sons
¬

of our day By the wise distribu-
tion

¬

of all he could spare from this mod
cBt fortune the man of Hosa won the su ¬

premo blessing of tho love and gratitude
not only of his contemporaries but of all
succeeding generations in the town where
he lived and died His Influence spread
far further than this however members
of Kyrle societies distributed all over the
Ilrltlfch possessions are following In his
footsteps and accomplishing a vast
amount of good with small rcsonrccs
Popes lines are-- not the 011I ones which
hive been written In praise of the man
of lloss Ilyron gave him a glowing eu-

logy
¬

Walton claimed that Kyrle deserved
to li- - celebrated beyond any of the-- heroes
of Pindar The Homeric tribute to
Sclpio Acmillaniis ma be used In refer-
ence

¬

to John Kyrle and Ins contemporar-
ies

¬

in the town of Hobs He onl Is a
living man the rest are flitting shades

A HALF TRUE TALE OF A MEETING

THAT MAY HAVE TAKEN PLACE
my acquaintance with the family and told
what I knew of the matter

I noticed at tho time that what I had
to say excited what seemed to m an
undue amount of Interest in the little
group that listened and at the cIos- - of
the evening a gcntismin at that lime
high In the ccinsl3 of the Government
took my arm and walked slowly up the
street beside me talking about tilings
supernatural In general and finally re-

verting
¬

to the story that I had told
He questioned mc so particularly and

In such niinuto ilitail regarding the mani-
festations

¬

of the disembodied spirit that
I asked him rather bluntly If he Intended
to write an thing about it

I wouldnt do such 1 thing as tint
for the world he replied earnestly but
the fact Is that a friend of mine whose
name I cannot reveal is very much in

tciesttd In this very story for It reach ¬

ed his cars some time ago and I happen
to know that he Is very anxious to go on

to New York nnd be present himself at
0110 of these Sunday meetings Do you

think tint such a thing could be ar ¬

ranged
I dont know I replied certainly

not through mc ThU old gentleman and
his wife firmly believe that their daugh ¬

ter returns to them once a week and
that they hold actual communion with
her ghost I would consider it a gross
Impertinence If I were to attempt to pre ¬

sent msclf on one of these occasions
and I knew the young girl well in her
lifetime and hive alwas been welcome
at her father house

I cannot see how any one who Is nn

absolute stranger to tho family could

think of intruding himself at such a mo ¬

ment nnd disturbing the sanctity of an
occasion In which tills man and his wife
firmly believe and which Is the sole Joy
and lomfort of their dccllng jears

I understand and thoroughly appre-
ciate

¬

your feeling In the matter re-
joined

¬

my friend the Senator but In the
case of tho friend for whom I am speak ¬

ing It would not be altogether like the
visit of a mere curiosity seeker I can-

not
¬

mention his name but if you were to
hear It you would understand what I
mean He Is a man or the highest

and I am very sure jour friends
would regard his visit as a compliment
rather than an Intrusion However wo
will say no more about it Good night

A few weeks later I met the Senator
again and again we walked up the street
together while our talk drifted back to
the subject which perhaps more than any
other has engrossed the human mind
from the earliest ages

From the manner In which ho s poke I
suspected that the story of the old couple
had made a deep Impression upon him He
reverted carelessly to It several times
and finally stopped short in his walk
turned suddenly upon mc and said

A AND

was silence in the room
she sat with the man who

to marry her friend She did
not look at him though she felt

his eyes studying her She scarcely dareJ
to breathe A breath would vibrate
through the quivering air and all the
perilously balanced scheme of things Im-

material
¬

would be disturbed He would
speak A stir would break the spell that
held him silent and speech would mean

the deluge
Then her fan fell to the floor with a

sound of splintering pearl sticks Her
fate was upon her

Hester he said not moving to pick

the brittle trifle up

So it had come She had to meet It
Well let her be not a coward She threw
hcr head back with sonic undefined pride
of race and sex

I know what jou arc going to say
she said surprised herself at the brutal
clearness of her tones You must not
say It

If you know what I am going to saV
his voice was shaken but It was the
tremor of and not of Irresolution

It is because your thought responds
to mine ns your heart docs I am going

to speak I must speak Why should wi

evade tho truth From the night we met
you at the station she and I and your
gaze met mine straight and unafraid and

clear since that night I have known that
we were meant for each other So have
jou known It

I did not know that nowadajs people
were ever meant for ach other outside
of dime novels she rnswcred flippantly

Lightness will not serve you tonight
You know that I love you Give mc leave
to tell the truth to Isabel and then

Ah Isabel So you recall Isabel I

wondered If jou would or whether you

would continue this pretty scene without
reference to her

She hated herself for her cheap bravado
In the presence of the love her heart
ached to confess

I have thought of her he said

There has been no time to speak to her
here with her guests about her for a

month past Hut tomorrow you arc go-

ing

¬

Hester darling Tell me tell
mc

You reverse the old order dont you

You think It la well to be on with tho
new love before jou are off with the old

A thrifty habit but unsafe
Hester stop he commanded He had

risen and towered above her His heel
ground the pearl fan Stop How dare
you desecrate truth and love with vulgar
gibes

She arose too white and tall
You are right sho answered I am

commonplace Hut I am true In this I

will not take an happiness at the price
of pain to ray friend If a month won

jou from her to me a month may as
easily restore you to her I do not love
you I do not believe In you

Do you mean that
Absolutely
And It I were free
I should still despise you

He bowed and left her speechlessly
In the morning she was gone

She suffered a good deal at first She
even drooped somewhat and was car

Sec here I dont want to appear vul-

garly
¬

Inquisitive or intrusive but I am
very anxious Indeed to secure for the
friend of whom I spnkc to you last time
admittance to the house of that old cou-

ple

¬

some Sunday cvcnlng Slnce our last
conversation I have learned some new

facts relating to their case and If you

dont care to help mc I am going to ask
some enc else who can Now what do you
say J

I was a little annoyed at his pertinacity
nnd by that time I had been In Washing-
ton

¬

long enough to realize that our na-

tional

¬

legislators even If they happen to

be chosen to tho upper house are not

such tremendously exalted beings after
j all so I told him rather contemptuously
that It he and his distinguished friend de ¬

sired to enter that houso of sorrow they
would probably find the kitchen door the
most available as well as the most ap-

propriate
¬

mode of entrance
Ho madq no reply and I think that my

biting Ilcins likc satire displeased him
In due course of time I returned- - to

New York where tho heat of the sum-

mer
¬

and the activities of a strenuous life
soon drove the Senator nnd his mysterious
friend from the small cornef of my mind
in which they had bad their place

I might never have thought of cither of

theu again If it had not been for a chance
meeting one September afternoon on Tlfth
Avenue aj a time when tho whole city was
hung with black and all men were think ¬

ing of tho life that had Just ended at El
berton The Senator saw me from over
the way and crossed the streets quickly
to speak to me

You remember the favor I asked you
and which ou did not see your way to
granting he said with a peculiarly sad
smile on his face as he took my hand

Well very soon after I saw you my
friend contrived to make known to the
old couple his desire to be present at one
of their Sunday night meetings and when
they learned his name they looked upon
his request as a very high compliment

And it was arranged that he should
be present there on the first Sunday In
last July He was tremendously inter
ested in tho matter and looked forward
to the meeting with a degree of interest
that would astonish the whole country if
It were to become known

Well I remarked as the Senator
paused did he sec the daughter

It may be he replied with a certain
note of significance In his voice that ar-

rested
¬

my attention at once that he has
seen the young lady by this time but It
was not where he hoped to though he
Icf his home to go there A madman
shot him that day In the railroad sta-

tion
¬

but he pointed to a huge
building that was completely shrouded in
crepe It may be that by now he hao
really met her In her Fathers Mansion
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FOR CONSCIENCES SAKE
STORY OF LOVE FALSE TRUE

THERE

emotion

ried over seas for diversion And over
seas there followed her one who had
been of her train as long as she could
remember He proposed to her on the
Riviera

How many times Is It Dick she
asked smiling gently

It is the millionth time Ive wanted
to Ive forgotten the actual count

You are sure she safd and was
startled to find n sob barring the path
of her words tint you wont change

Pretty sure now Hester
Some men think they lovo and find

they dont
I fear Ill have no such luck No vir ¬

tue on my part you know simply-accide-

of disposition
You arc good and trustworthy and

you make so little of it all cried th
girl with a sudden burst of tears Ill
marry ou Dick if you can stand mc

Three days later when the engagement
had received her fathers cabled consent
her mother entered with an American
nenFparcr a week old

Listen Hester listen to this Isabel
Scwell eloned almost on the eve of her
wedding the Invitations were belug en ¬

gravedwith a Tennessean Martin is his
name I wonder if the other man what
was Us name will be broken hearted
Isabel always was a harum scarum Was
her fiance terribly In love with Lcr

I suppose so caid Hester wearil
When did she elope

On the twelfth
Just four dajs before my day clear

Eald Dick
Hesters lips twisted Into a smile to

meet his tender regard while her gazu
traveled
ears

down a narrow vista of gray

sagas of Sweden tell of a float ¬

island on the Baltic Sea which
ancient times iould be seen by

moonlight low and dim and many
mariners beheld It ns they sailed to and
fro but before they could reach Its shores
It sank out of sight or drifted away llko
n phantom ship saja the Sunny South
At last a Viking named Thjelvar sailed
forth from Sweden In quest of this ghost-
ly

¬

derelict nnd having discovered It to be
fair and beautiful lauded built a fire and
went Into camp

The flames and smoke frightened away
the powers of darkness which had be ¬

witched the Island and held It under con-

trol
¬

and ever since It has been decent
and orderly and when It was settled be-

came
¬

known ns Gotland The bay that
constitutes its principal harbor Is called
Thjelvarvllr In honor of the bold discov ¬

erer and n heap of stones upon the pro-
montory

¬

that overlooks It Is supposed to
mark Thlelvars grave

Perhaps the legend concerning Its dis-
appearance

¬

might have been due to the
fogs that frequcntl cover Its surface and
completely hide It from passing ships for
there was always somp basis for the I

myths of the middle ages None of them
was made of whole cloth

At the-- same time the tide marks upon
the rocky coast of Gotland and the obser

vations inndo by meteorologists within a
century nnd a halt show that the Island
Is gradually rising or that the sen Is re-

dding
¬

whichever way you prefer to
put It

As on tho const of Norway tho tide
mnrkH show that the water was once
higher by seventy feet There aru placej

David and Jonathan
By W BURT FOSTER

The riil of Jonathan nai knit with the noul
of David ami Jonathan lored htm 04 he loved
hU own soul

crash of footsteps through tho
sodden brush frightened a haro
which had been the sole occupant
of the little stretch of meadow at

the edge of tho wood and as a man camo
Into tho open It disappeared with whisk
of its white flag

The disturbing element In the peaceful
scene halted on the verge of the sloping
meadow and cast an unappreclativc eye
over Its quiet beauty Noting the first
red beam of the sun which had pierced
lance like through tho mist he paced oft
about thirty feet at the woods margin
so that the sunbeams would fall across
tho track There was a clump of flow ¬

ering shrub upon a little hillock at one
end of the line at the other stood a tall
llghtnlng rlven stump After a moments
hesitation the man walked over and placed
hl3 back against It

He was a dark stern looking man al-

most
¬

rcpcllant with firm lines about the
mouth and steely eyes overhung by frown
Ins brows The closest observer could
tell little from lib face of what went on
within his mind This early tryst might
be tho veriest commonplac He lit a
cigar and puffed contentedly and tha
dark Impassive faca gave no sign

ftnee ho glanced at his watch It lack-

ed
¬

but a few moments to 5 He looked
reflectively along the line he had paced
to the little knoll then drew something
from hU pocket It glistened In the
morning sunlight as he examined It care-

fully-
He wa3 not the man to mls3 a shot at

ten paces he thought but then neither
was Jim If the first bullet did not reach
Us mark he would have no use for the
others He himself had taught Jim to
shoot and the boy had been an apt pupil
He had liked Jim when he had flr3t come

to the great Southwest Ho was tho
brightest sunniest tempered lad who ever
flung a rope or sung hymns to a bunch of
long haired cattle on a starles3 Tcxa3
night Then the thought came to him of
Jlra lying with his face upturned to the
sky and a ghastly blue mark in the cen-

ter
¬

of his white forehead His Imagina ¬

tion pictured the boy stretced upon tho

fowcry hillock and while he had seen
men so before something rose In hi3

throat and choked blm He threw away
the cigar

Then he saw himself running across
the field and falling on his knees by the
boys side They were to meet alone
seconds were unnecessary with men who
had so often shared each others blankets
and canteens and there would be no one

there to see The great agony which fill-

ed

¬

his soul coftld not find expression He

left the stump and staggered out Into the
open raising his arms aloft and staring
with tearless eyes up Into the pltlles3
sky

For a moment he stood there In silence
I while the sweet air cooled his hot cheek- -

Then suddenly he heard a quick step in

the brush He glanced about a3 though
awaking from a dream and walked back
to his station

As Jim entered the meadow he nodded

glancing swiftly into the impassive face

The shadow beneath tho young mans
eyes betrayed sleepless hours and his lip3

trembled nervously
Have you paced the ground Bob he

asked
Ten paces to that hillock the other

said pointing and his voice showed no

trace of emotion
Jim looked at him a moment without

seeming to understand then Wheel and
fire or at the count ho asked

The grounds tco rough to turn Itd
better be at the word

Count then said the younger man

as he turned on hl3 heel and walked to
the knoll

A wave of color swept over the others
face and he took a step forward and held

cut his hand but Jim did not see It and
when he reached his station Bob stood
with a face of adamant at the foot of tho
stump

Are OU ready Jim he said with-

out
¬

a tremor
The right hands of each dropped to his

side then solemnly the stern voice went
on

One two thret fire
Tho reports sounded as one and two

little puffs of smoke floated away In the
morning air The two men beheld each
other a moment in silence with startled
vision One had heard the zip of the
bullet as it passed through the bush at
his side the other its Impact In the rotten
wood high above his head

Jim
Bob old boy

When they met In the center of the
open a tremendous smile played upon

Bobs lips and the others eyes were wet
with tears

Dear old Bob Shes not worth it
Jim said Lets go home to breakfast

As the crash of footfalls died away in
the wood the hare appeared again and
sniffed suspiciously at tho powder smoke
which lingered In the air But all danger
was past

QUEER LEGENDS OF GOTLAND

THE
where forty or fifty tide marks may bo
counted one above the other upon the
rocks The shores are Indented by cliffs
which formerly inclosed bays and beaches
that are now thirty forty and fifty feet
nbovc the level of the sea and In the
water at some distance from the shoro
are rocks and shoals which were not vis-
ible

¬

within the memory of living people
Geologists have no explanation for this
phenomenon but admit its truth

The original Inhabitants were pagans
and offered human sacrifices in groves
upon the hills which were inclosed by
walls and protected like consecrated
ground

They worshiped Odin and Thor the same
gods that ruled the destinies of the pre-
historic

¬

races of Norway and Sweden and
the burial places and other tumuli are so
numerous here that areheologists are led
to believe that iLe island was origin illy
u cemetery of tho Vikings

It Is one of the richest places In all
Europe for antiquities and relics nf the
stone bronze nnd Iron ages arc numer-
ous

¬

The most Interesting remains are the
tombs of Vikings marked by memorial
stones inscribed with runic characters
some representicg ships with masts and
sails and others figures of animals and
men

Some are Inclosed by single or double
rows of stones and within the Inclosurcs
have been unearthed puts and kettles Im-

plements
¬

and utensils and fragments of
bone and clothing

More than 1 100 ancient coins In the mu-

seum
¬

at Stockholm came from Gotland
In 1S70 1500 coins of the Roman Empire
most of them dated In the first century
after Christ wcro found In one place
where they had evidently been burled
1S0O years ago


